WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
overture and tuning-up. Seriously, why can't you? Fares are so low that it's cheaper to come than stay, and we could have some rememberable hours: the country promises to be ravishing in a week or two more, and is already good. Walking from Wraysbury to Horton yesterday (a distance of 2 J miles across the fields) I counted eleven skylarks, all soaring and singing fit to break your heart. . . .
To Daniel Gregory Mason
LONDON, May 13, 1899. DEAR DAN:
. . . The Masque is done, all but the finishing touches and one song which wont get itself written straight. I have one or two small projects on hand to the pursuit of which I intend to devote this next month. . . .
W. V. M.
To Daniel Gregory Mason
31 GRADUATE HALL,
CHICAGO, July 5, '99. DEAR DAN:
If I had written to you as often as I have thought of you, especially since I heard of poor
inth hour. You'd better come. Verbum sapienti. Pictures — music
